HITLER  AND   I

Once more I had to make a fresh start, with a new
name, in a new city, and in a new country.

I was no longer Otto Strasser, which had been my
name in Berlin, or Engineer X, as I had been known
in Vienna. I was a being without a past, and when I
established myself in Prague I had difficulty in
recognizing myself. But the Gestapo were still on my
trail.

Three months of relative peace gave me a sense of
growing security. Then one morning I was suddenly
awakened by my landlady.

'It's the police! It's the police. They are looking for
you!5

There is something so funny about German spoken
with a Czech accent that I could not help laughing.
The woman woke me so suddenly that it took me
several moments to pull myself together.

Two policemen entered my room, and a flood of un-
intelligible Czech was let loose upon me.

'Excuse me, gentlemen, but in the first place who
are you, and in the second place would you mind
speaking German?5

They showed me their police badges, which were
perfectly correct, and asked me if I were Engineer X.
This was, of course, the name I had used in Austria.
I smiled.

'No, I am afraid I don't know the gentleman.   I
believe he died some time ago.'
'Your identification papers, please.9
I produced my passport, which was perfectly in
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